go                                THE   ABSOLUTE   AT   LARGE

production in time, prevent the goods from spoiling, and trans-
port them carefully to the places which the liberality of the
Absolute had despoiled Unhappily this plan was not followed
The personnel of each of the Ministries were the victims of
grace in unusual power, and spent their office hours in joyful
prayer In the Ministry of Supply a lady clerk named Sarova
controlled the situation, preaching on the subject of the Seven
Degrees; in the Ministry of Commerce the head of a depart-
ment, Mr Winkler, proclaimed a severe asceticism which
resembled the teachings of the Hindu Yoga True, this ex-
cessive zeal lasted only a fortnight, being succeeded (doubtless
through special inspiration from the Absolute) by a period of
extraordinary devotion to duty The departments responsible
worked feverishly day and night to avert a breakdown of food
supplies, but apparently it was even then too late. The only
result was that each department produced daily from fifteen
to fifty-three thousand bills and enactments, which by decree
of the Inter-Ministerial Commission were carted away daily on
motor lorries to the Vltava River.

The food situation assuredly offered the most terrible prob-
lem Luckily, however, there remained (I am, of course,
describing conditions only in our own country) OUR JOLLY
FARMERS And here, gentlemen, you must learn that from
time immemorial we have had the saying: " With all due
respect to anyone else, our countryfolk are the backbone of the
nation " In fact, there's an old rhyme about it, something
like this: " Who is the man so strong and tall, Whose daily
labour feeds us all ? The farmer ' "

Who was the man with whom the f evensh prodigality of the
Absolute came to a halt, who was the man who stood un-
moved amid the panic of the markets of the world; who was
the man who did not fold his hands in his lap, who did not let
himself be carried off his feet, but " remained faithful to the
law of his being " ? Who was the man so strong and tall whose
daily labour fed us all ? The farmer!